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nothing all day, No wonder they are good campaigners. No civilized soldiers could stand this sort of thing for long. While I was trying to get warm a man stumbled against me and nearly knocked me into the fire. Turning round, I was shocked to see a figure stained almost from head to foot with the blood from a tremendous gash in the head, obviously a sword-cut. He asked for water, and I went into the tent to get him some, but returning with it found him gone. We heard the next day that no less than six men had been murdered that night and many others wounded, and so it went on till we reached Yembu. These unfortunates were mostly people who could not afford camels, and so had to perform the journey on foot. Straying from the main body in search of firewood, they get picked up by the marauders hanging on the flanks, who seize every opportunity to plunder such stragglers of their miserable possessions, and kill unhesitatingly any who resist.
Within a quarter of an hour of our arrival we were drinking tea in our tent, our beds were laid out, and we ourselves were once more fairly warm and comfortable. Jaffa, the cook, prepared a dish of rice and meat, which was ready in another hour. Seldom have I eaten with a better appetite or enjoyed a supper more. We had however no time to lose if we wanted any sleep, for the word was passed round that we were to start again at dawn, and it was past two o'clock before we had finished.
Scarcely, it seemed, had we turned in when the bustle of preparation around us proclaimed that it was time to turn out. It was still quite dark, blowing hard, and colder than ever. The moon had sunk and the stars were, I think, brighter than I have ever seen them. While packing up we had an altercation with Saad, the camel-man, who violently abused Abdul Wahid because we were not so quick about it as he would have liked. The latter said nothing at the time, but, once we were started, expostulated with him with equal vehemence. The argument lasted several hours, at the end of which Saad consented to be pacified. I was now riding in the shugduf with Masaudi, and Abdul Wahid was taking his turn on the other camel. We traversed the same rugged country, still gradually going upwards. By ten o'clock it was